TO    A    GO GK

WHY do you strut and crow.
And thus all gaudy go,
Through squalor, with a show

That tempts derision?
Do you a livery use
Or dress you up in hues
You were not free to choose

Of your own vision ?

Colours of dawn and joy
That with delight destroy:
Your body all a Troy

To house desire,
Your mien as proud and brave
As his who fought to save
The fatal Queen who gave

But gifts of fire.

Strange that a small brown hen
Should charm you thus! For men
Great Beauty shines, as when

The Argive valleys
Bore her limbs for whom Greece
For ten years knew no peace3
Or our own Western seas

Bore Grace O'Malley's,
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